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Get Rid! is dedicated to my friend 

Phil Copsey who sadly died earlier 
this year. Phil, a man with a big sense 
of humour and the ability to find joy in 
the eccentric pursuits of others, once 
sent me this message on Twitter — 
‘have just spent a happy ten minutes 
looking at the goalies gallery with a 
sound recording of you marking out 

a football pitch in the background!’ 
The goalies gallery he is referring to 
is a collection of photographs by 
Darren Luke (aseasoninhelston.com) 
and the recording was made on the 
Bullcroft in Wallingford. Phil lived in 
Winslow with his family and it was 

a journey to visit them in April 2017 
that led to a series of blog posts 

and recordings investigating Long 
Crendon, Cuddington, Ashendon, 
Quainton, North Marston, Waddesdon 
and most significantly Oving where 

| recently visited the final of the 
Oving and Villages Cup Competition. 


— Paul Whitty, 25 May 2018 


www.sound-diaries.co.uk 
www.sonicartresearch.co.uk 
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Silverton Recreation Ground 


DON’T PANIC UP THERE 





Make an effort to exhaust the subject, even if 

that seems grotesque, or pointless, or stupid. 

You still haven't looked at anything, you've merely 
picked out what you've long ago picked out. 


— Georges Perec, Species of Spaces (1974) 


To listen to the sound of grassroots football matches on parish 
recreation grounds, playing fields and village greens is to listen to 
the fleeting traces of a rich sounding culture. The iterative ritual of 
marking out the pitch, cutting the grass, fixing nets to goalposts 
with cable ties and driving corner flags into the earth. Then the 
distinctive practices of on-pitch communication; the whistle; the 
sound of football boot on ball, of the ball as it lands; the struck 
crack of the crossbar; studs compressing the soil, brushing the 
grass, slicing through the turf. Grassroots football is a game of 
noise, silence, presence, absence, activity, inactivity. The sounding 
comes in waves — building, receding. Pitches stand empty for 
days then startle into exuberant sound-making action. Football 

is present. Football is happening. A substitution is made; the ball 
takes a wild deflection from a corner — disappears into a garden 

— and is followed by a player who climbs over a fence and into 
undergrowth to retrieve it; a free-kick is given and the game stalls; 
the goalkeeper argues with his left-back about how many players 
should be in the wall; the central defender argues with the ref 
about the infringement; the assistant referee checks his phone for 
messages. There’s an injury and the players stand around in small 
groups talking or lost in their own thoughts. Then the game crackles 
into life with a high tackle; a controversial decision; a header that 
slaps against the post; a counter-attack; a coach barely able to 
prevent himself from running onto the pitch and who, instead, ends 
up kicking the dugout. The final whistle. The everyday sounds of 
the parish recreation ground, playing field and village green return. 
Football is absent. Football isn’t happening. 


INTRODUCTION 


BODKINS PLAYING FIELD, LONG WITTENHAM 


#1 


BOYS — STOP ASKING HOW LONG 
AND GET ON WITHIT 





The ball is round and the game lasts ninety minutes 


— Sepp Herberger 


When | started to investigate the sounding culture of grassroots football | wasn’t 
absolutely certain what | would find. | determined to listen whenever and wherever 
| had the chance and to let the sound of both the presence and absence of the 
game — football happening and football not happening — suggest its own pattern, 
structure and form. | approached matches from a distance — on foot. | paused 

to listen to the sounding evidence of football seeping out across fields and lanes 
and then meeting with the calls of treetop rooks; the thud of the bird-scarer; the 
sounds of agricultural industry and running water; of children playing; of the 
shimmering white noise of tyres on asphalt. What | did know when | began was 
that grassroots football and the sites in which it takes place have a distinctive 
series of linguistic codes that determine how players, coaches, substitutes, 

match officials and spectators communicate. And | knew that the material culture 
of these parish recreation grounds, playing fields and village greens — their 
dugouts, benches, pitch side barriers, scoreboards, corner flags, goalposts and 
tea kiosks — articulate an ensemble of sound-making actions. | have spent a lot 

of time listening to matches in the North Berks League populated by clubs within 
a twenty-mile radius of Steventon Green. | have visited their pitches when the 
football has stopped to listen to the everyday sounds of these sites that become 
voluble scenes of conflict on Saturday afternoons. 


Bodkins Playing Field lies beyond the eastern edge of Long Wittenham — a village 
that sits in the shadow of the Sinodun Hills. | made one of my first sound 
recordings for the project here during the North Berks League Division Four 
match between Long Wittenham Athletic Reserves and Berinsfield Reserves. | was 
driving through Long Wittenham and noticed the match taking place. | pulled in 
and headed towards the pitch. One of the first on-pitch instructions | heard was 
Get Rid! This instruction is steeped in fear; fear of conceding a goal; fear of 
possessing the ball; simple fear of the ball itself and its destructive power when 
loose — uncontrolled — in the penalty area. The dominant wisdom is that if you 
are in possession of the ball in certain circumstances or parts of the pitch your 
duty is to get it as far away from you as you possibly can at the earliest opportunity. 
But this can’t be the right way to play, can it? Isn’t it better to encourage players to 
take risks and find creative solutions even when outnumbered in their own penalty 
area? What could be better than seeing your team passing the ball confidently 
across their own penalty area, keeping possession and moving the ball into 
midfield? But the imperative to Get Rid! is strong. 


Bodkins Playing Field, Long Wittenham, 28 April 2018 


Bodkins Playing Field, Long Wittenham, 20 March 2017 





BODKINS PLAYING FIELD, LONG WITTENHAM 


#1 


no foul—no foul 

get the ball 

free ‘ead 

keep going boys it’s going to 
come isn’t it 

goon 

no foul—no foul 

get in the box—get in the box 

keep talking lads come on 

well done 

settle 

let’s get out defence 

track him 

off we go 

free ‘ead 

time —time 
(tackle, well done) 

get rid—get rid 

get back in 

ref—ref 

he’s got a toe on it hasn’t he 

turn and face 

he’s on 

coming in 

with the wall 

eighteen 

get it out 
(come on Drayton) 

come on Drayton 

left—left 

man-on 

goalside 

ref—ref 

over here 

any flick — any flick 

ref, how long 

free ‘ead mate 

‘was talking to you ref 

free if you want 

how long left 

line every time 

flicks — flicks 

ref 

Drayton ‘ead 

COME ON! 

boys, stop asking how long 
and get on with it 


time 
touch 
corner ball—corner ball 
ref—ref 
push it 
clear it—clear it 
man on—manon 
yes 
(you’ve got this, great save) 
turn 
(bring it out— bring it out) 
come on back in 
let’s go 
go towards 
just get back in 
hey 
get ‘em in 
here we go then goalside 
pick them up 
walk a bit, we walk 
stand ‘im 
stand ‘im 
and it goes 
switchin’ yeah 
get the ball out 
on his toes 
free ‘ead 
out we come 
travel —travel—travel 
(give it — give it — give it) 
in the corner 
we walk son 
corner 
press 
(well played, well done) 
corner 
stay here 
away 
hold 
hold it 
(go on) 
goon 
YES! 
handball — handball 
it’s still on 
fucking yes 
Drayton switch on yeah 


28 APRIL 2018 
football happening 


it’s still on 
(come on) 

they’re going to go forward 
int they 

long ball 

go on boys 

solid 

goalside 

that’ll do 

get in there 

four on the edge 

come on 

pick ‘em up early 

far post 

man on far post 

stand up 

well done 

close it 

SHOOT! 

walk 

see him out—see him out 

one two 

see him out—see him out 

he’s off — he’s off 

he’s off then 

in the corner —in the corner 

back post 

you're out of position 

we push high 

we win this ball then 

win it 

Drayton ball 

go line—go line 

fucking lazy 

let’s call it now ref, save them 
the embarrassment 

come on heads on, heads on 

Drayton 

work back mate 

drop 

walk—walk 

no channels 

no channels at all 

accepting a 3-1 loss are we 

exactly 

time 

pick it up 

get onit early 


BODKINS PLAYING FIELD, LONG WITTENHAM 


#1 


20 MARCH 2017 
football not happening 


White noise of wind in the screen of low trees to the 
west blends with the gentle, shifting sounding of 
the passing traffic on High Street; complex sound 
of hedgerow birds; wood pigeon calls — distant; 
traffic sounds like the sea now — waves breaking 
then receding — phasing; low beating growl of an 
engine; rooks disturbed — calling; bird-scarer and 
reflection; the slow phasing passage of a jet; green 
woodpecker’s slow downward glissando; dense 
polyphony of hedgerow birdsong; a train passes — 
distant — I think I can hear the rails, the rhythmic 
pattern of the sleepers; a horn; hammering; a bird 
scarer — or a pallet falling in a farmyard; geese 
now; green woodpecker calls again answered by 
hammering; leaves close by — cracking; another jet 
passes; a surge of white noise from hedgerow leaves 
and branches as the breeze catches them. 


BRIGHTWELL RECREATION GROUND 


#2 


1 = il 


HOW LONG HAVE WE GOT? 
I! WANT TOGO AND HAVE ABEER 





The village of Brightwell lies to the north-west of Wallingford. | can walk the mile 
to the Hithercroft Stadium — home of Wallingford Town — by heading down 

to Brightwell Recreation Ground on Mackney Lane and then taking an old path 
across the fields. When | reached the Recreation Ground on my way to listen to 
Wallingford Town play East Hendred in the North Berks League Division One — 
there was a match in progress.. | had no way of identifying the teams immediately 
but investigated later and found that this was the home of Didcot Eagles who 

play in Division Five of the North Berks. On this occasion they were taking on 
Steventon Reserves. | paused for a couple of minutes by the corner flag to listen 
and was struck by the verbal culture of the event — the game time dialect man 
on, stand him up, options, REF! | began to think about the ephemeral nature of 
this sounding event, of the verbal idiosyncracies of each team, of each group of 
players. The listening experience was like sifting through a box of index cards 
with each phrase taking me back to a past football match, to the blood red soil 
and mud-clogged fields of the Exe Valley and to our coach screaming YOU'VE ALL 
GONE QUIET! 


Having established that the Recreation Ground was the home of Didcot Eagles 

| looked up future fixtures and later in the season took the short walk to see the 
last few minutes of Didcot Eagles v Grove Rangers. As | walked down Mackney 
Lane | was expecting to encounter the sound of the game as it bled into the 
surrounding countryside and travelled across the woodland towards me but 
instead, | only sensed absence. There were no shouts of no silly fouls; we do not 
concede; how long ref? The boundary of encounter with the expected sounding 
events remained elusive. As | turned into the Recreation Ground the reason for 
this became clear — there was no match. The field was empty except for some 
children fighting with sticks and a few dog walkers. | walked over to the pitch 
looking for evidence of recent action. The white lines looked freshly painted and 
the goalmouths were muddy but whether or not the match had taken place at 
an earlier time that day | couldn’t be sure. The goalposts were neatly stacked 
against the pavilion and there was no sign of the nets. | leant against a railing 
and recorded the situation. | imagined the sound of the ball being struck; of 
players shouting instructions and their voices reflecting from the flat surfaces 
of the pavilion and back out onto the pitch; of the referee’s whistle; and the 
frustrated exclamations of the coach. In the absence of these sounds the ear 
was drawn to the wider soundscape — distant tyres on the asphalt of the 
bypass; the air vibrating with the movement of the rotary blades of helicopters 
from RAF Benson; the conversations of dog walkers; and the chatter of children 
in the play park. 


Brightwell Recreation Ground, 1 April 2017 


Brightwell Recreation Ground, 3 April 2017 





BRIGHTWELL RECREATION GROUND 


#2 


tls 


get out—get out 

all up chaps 

press him 

that’s a foul 

hey 

ref 

well done lino 

shut down 

shut him down 
come on boys 

what the fucking hell 
it’s gotta be said 

he weren't offside 
let’s talk yeah 

talk to each other 
come on son 

youre on— youre on 
ref —ref 

short 

give it 

how long have we got? 
I want to go and have a beer 
can you do ‘im 

stay up —Stay up 
floor 

away 

boys 

help ‘im 

time 

hit it 

go wide man 

time —time— time 
hey 

unlucky 


come on 

come on then boys 

press that! 

good touch 

eh, well done lads 

boys, you need to fucking mark 
aman 

joking 

coming in 

get out 

GET OUT! 

out 

back 

man on—manon 

youre not going to do another 
one like that 

and you had a shot 

you cannot say nothing 

he'd have blown up 

winner 

oh referee 

ref 

what's it for ref 

ref 

how far are you going? 

it wasn’t there 

stick it go on 

back in 

BACK IN! 

win that 

and again 

goon 

well done 

time 


1 APRIL 2017 
football happening 


touch it — touch it 
hey 

two ere 

scrappy 

time — time 

travel 

NO! 

REF! 

he weren't even offside 
behind him ref 
every time 

all of us, yeah 
overlap 

superb 
ref—ref—ref—ref 
two ‘ere 

out wide 

deliver 

back ‘im up 

our ball 

penalty 

ref 

he didn’t touch me 
winner 

LET’S GO! 

don’t fucking lose it 
how long ref? 
about sixteen? 
how long? 
sixteen? 

sixteen? 

hand ball! 

fucking great 
middle —middle— middle 


BRIGHTWELL RECREATION GROUND 


#2 


3 APRIL 2017 
football not happening 


Light aircraft circling; occasional brush of white 
noise from the A4130; a helicopter close enough 
to hear detailed sound of the rotor blades then the 
pitch-phasing retreat; a trailer rattles in the lane; 
helicopter is close now; wood pigeon; dog walkers 
talking on mobile phones; hedgerow birds answer 
each other across the Recreation Ground; a swing 
squeaks; the flap of wings; the air vibrates with the 
slow phasing transit of a passenger jet high above 
the cloud cover; rook call; another wood pigeon; 
distant sound of van reversing; someone claps 
their hands near the playground; another reversing 
truck; a bird-scarer or perhaps an object being 
dropped in a farmyard; another one — a shotgun; 
pheasant call; cockerel; distant thud and call of 
rooks; crow seems to imitate the reversing truck; 
leaves catch as the breeze takes hold — light white 
noise mixed with the chatter of hedgerow birds. 


ASHENDON PLAYING FIELDS 


#3 


14—15 


WE DIGIN— 
WE DO NOT CONCEDE AGAIN 





Ashendon Playing Fields — home of Ludgershall United who play in the Aylesbury 
and District League — can be found on a ridge to the south-west of Waddesdon. 
The football pitch is on a considerable slope that runs between a covered 
reservoir and St. Mary’s Church that sits on the far side of a lane running north 
from Main Street called Lower End. On my first visit | sat and listened to the 
sound of football not happening. The everyday sounds of the playing fields. 

The goalposts were still standing in their sockets but the white lines had faded. 

| began to think about the sound of the line marker, the extra effort of pushing it 
up the hill and how the idiosyncratic camber of the slope would impact on the 
process of measuring out the dimensions of the pitch. 


| have visited Ashendon several times since. On my second visit, the soundscape 
was dominated by a wind that was so strong that many of the distinctive sounding 
characteristics that | had noted on my first visit — the resonating gong-like tarmac 
of the A41 and A418; the tremolo of light aircraft and the beating of rotor-blades; 
the complex polyphony of hedgerow birds; and the calls of wood pigeons, 
collared doves and red kites were concealed by the dense texture of aeolian 
sound — the complex movement of the wind coercing the grass, leaves, 

branches and hedgerows into sound-making. | returned to Ashendon to watch 

the Aylesbury and District Division One game between Ludgershall United and 
Oving FC. The game finished 5-5. The slope of the pitch has a clear effect on the 
sound of the game as unusual levels of fear and anxiety are unleashed each time 
a long ball is floated downhill towards the penalty area with the most innocuous 
looping through-ball becoming a fearsome, panic inducing, weapon. 


The presence of football doesn’t conceal the everyday sounds of the playing fields 
as comprehensively as the wind. It is more sporadic. The ear is drawn towards the 
on field communication of players; shouts of coaches and spectators; occasional 
hesitant applause; the referee’s whistle; the sound of the ball being kicked and the 
reflection of that sound as it returns from the pavilion. As | watched and listened 
to the game | began to think about the strangely disconcerting nature of watching 
grassroots football on playing fields like this. Depending on how far away from 

the pitch you are standing the eye often sees the players strike the ball before 

the ear hears the sound. Similarly when the ball thuds into the earth following a 
powerful goal-kick the visible action precedes the audible one. So it seems that 
parish council playing fields are a good place to discuss the relative speeds of 
light and sound. | began to think about the depth of the sounding experience 

— of the articulation of the space through sound — and then of the sounding 
impossibility of televised football where it is as though we are travelling with the 
ball. The sound of the ball hitting the crossbar or of a free-kick being struck is 
experienced simultaneously with the visible action. A spatial fiction — sounding. 


Ashendon Playing Fields, 17 February 2017 


Ashendon Playing Fields, 6 July 2017 





ASHENDON PLAYING FIELDS 


#3 


Creel 


too long 

don’t take that 

don’t let him take that 

don’t fucking 

hey— hey 

come in 

win it 

yeah 

line 

stand—stand—stand 

yeah 

line 

come in 

now—now—now 

free 

how was he off — how was he off 

how was he off when he came 
from behind him 

behind him ref 

no way 

ref 

he ran past him 

when he shot — when he shot 

know the fucking rules 

when he shot 

the linesman flags up for 
anything 

hey boys — hey boys 

concentrate — concentrate 

ludgershall wake up 

you can feel it as well 

hey line 

shout to him 

fuckin’ hell 

wants 

win it 

behind you 

goon 

finish 

where'd that come from 

just watching 

fucking concentrate 

talk to each other 


yeah but why hasn’t he jumped 
for it 

he knows 

boys 

we're putting pressure on 
ourselves 

did you do that flick 

oi! 

we want this game yeah 

come on 

boys—boys 

come on boys 

I’m doing what I’ve been told 

yeah but then you talk 

pick it up 

fuck sake mate 

tell me one fucking thing 

carry on 

watch your man 

chase him 

do you want a free kick for that 

matey boys pushing 

fucking what are you on about 

handball 

head 

bang it 

away 

mate 

well done boys 

very good—very good 

settle down 

man on—manon 

well done 

pick him out 

hey 

ref 

oh fuck off 

get in there 

everyone has their man 

drop — drop — drop— drop 

get in there— get in there 

up 

seconds— seconds 


17 FEBRUARY 2018 
football happening 


stand him up 

go on then 

go on—go on—go on—goon 
now—now 

boys more talking 

are you playing left then 
left wing 

close him down 

he doesn’t want it either 
yeah come in left back 
3-3 

ref—ref 

how long 

your throw 

come on let’s get set boys 
keep going yellows 
keep going 

Ludgershall line 

one of you 

seconds 

line 

come back—come back 
well done 

turn out of there 

yeah well done 

options 

ref 

he was going nowhere 
what's the point 

well done you 

ref—ref 

how can you see that 
come on 

oi! boys 

concentrate now 
bounce back 

none of us 

we dig in 

we do not concede again 
and again yellows 

no silly fouls boys yeah 
I’m here now 


ASHENDON PLAYING FIELDS 


#3 


6 JULY 2017 
football not happening 


Reversing van pulses with white noise; passing car 
approaches and departs — a slow-motion wave of 
sound; wood pigeons call in the distance; cars pass 
matching their sound envelopes — a meeting of 
waves; gentle breeze disturbs the trees; a blackbird 
calls from beyond the pavilion; a fly passes close 
by; the wings of a small bird — flapping; rattling 
cement mixer and white van meet, pause, continue; 
the squeal of brakes; a chaffinch calls; the leaves 

of the oak tree shake in unison and form a barrier 
of sound between my position and the lane; two 
airplanes — one to the north, one to the south — the 
sound of their droning propellers rises and falls 

— left to right, right to left; one is dominant now 
and blends with the leaves in the breeze — a drone 
powered by diesel and air pressure; a passenger 

jet — distant rumble; a rook calls in the gap between 
passing cars; antiphony between air traffic and the 
approaching, protesting, roar and squeak of a large 
trailer; a train sounds its horn to the south. 


THE LOCKWAY, DRAYTON 


#4 


1819 


KEEP SWITCHED ON 
IT’S NIL-NIL — NOT TOO DEEP 





Drayton Football Club play in the North Berks League. Their pitch — the Lockway 
— is on the south-west edge of the village. The centre circle is one hundred and 
seventy-five metres east of the A384. Between the pitch and the road there are 
benchless breezeblock dugouts, a line of low boundary marking trees and an 
electricity pylon that stands in the field beyond. The sounds of the road flood 
down the embankment saturating the surrounding area. 


Recently, | have been spending time in Cumbria listening to the soundscapes of 
William Wordsworth’s The Prelude. Standing in the centre circle listening to the 
surface of the A34 resonating beneath the weight of traffic my thoughts turn 

to the sound of the River Derwent as it passes through Cockermouth; to the 
‘ceaseless music’ of Wordsworth’s childhood. This leg of the A34 cuts through 
Oxfordshire from north to south. The soundscape at Drayton to the east of the 
road and Milton Heights — home of Milton United — to the west is dominated 
by the sound of resonating tarmac. To play football here is to play submerged 
beneath a roaring torrent of white noise. Nature cannot breathe. 


When | returned to the Lockway to listen to Drayton FC v Hagbourne United in 
the North Berks League Division Three, | started to think about sound baffling: 

a fence; a tightly packed screen of beech trees; a glass and steel acoustic shield. 
How long has the sound from the road been this pervasive? Has it got quieter as 
engine noise has reduced or was rubber on asphalt always the dominant sound 
at this distance? The calls of the players and coaches are submerged beneath 
the shimmering white noise. Only when the play comes over to the eastern 
edge of the pitch where | am standing is it possible to clearly hear the on-pitch 
communication. If | go now and stand on the A4017 Steventon Road on the 
other side of the houses whose gardens back onto the pitch, | am almost certain 
that the only sound | would be able to hear from the west would be the A34. 

The shouts of players and coaches would be lost in the complex wave of traffic 
sound, locked in, unable to resonate across the surrounding streets and fields. 


| leave the Lockway and drive to Milton Heights home of Milton United. The pitch 
sits above the Milton interchange two miles south of Drayton. There is more local 
detail in the sound here. This is an auditory vantage point. If | turn my head to the 
south | can hear the road as a high frequency drone, a more distant sound. If | turn 
to the north-east | can hear a more complex sound, a greater range of frequencies 
that includes vehicles slowing and braking as they exit the A34. There are sounds 
that are closer by too. Trucks sit in the lane that leads to Milton Heights. The 
president of the club is painting white lines and at times we can hear this as the 
wheels of the line marker work against each other and the paint moves from 
wheel to wheel before it makes contact with the grass. 


The Lockway, Drayton, 27 January 2018 


The Lockway, Drayton, 9 April 2017 
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THE LOCKWAY, DRAYTON 


#4 


AO) = Zl 


27 JANUARY 2018 
football happening 


man on—manon—manon 
one more 

go to 

well done 

... two 

well done boys 

keep going —keep going 
‘lucky mate 

keep going—keep going 
nil-nil start again — nil-nil start again 
keep switched on it’s nil-nil 
keepers — keepers 

two again 

stay there 

... DOys 

easy 

hey—hey 

out wide 

not too deep 

head 

have ago... 

hit it 

you bastard 

early 

big head 

come up 


THE LOCKWAY, DRAYTON 


#4 


9 APRIL 2017 
football not happening 


Tremolo of rotor blades beats against the sounding 
roar of the road surface; a crack; calls of hedgerow 
birds adrift in the ocean of white noise; the drone 
of the road is constant like a harsh unrelenting wind 
tugging at your clothes filling your ears; the rattle 
of a truck; tyres dig into the surface like the friction 
of a violin bow on the edge of a cymbal; a horn; 
light aircraft; rotor blades return; the wind catches 
the screen of trees to the east; helicopter overhead 
now hurling waves of sound towards the centre- 
circle; the wind-powered drone of the hedgerow; 
more birdsong; a blackbird; clatter and rattle of 

an empty trailer; a car passes on the Lockway but 

I can’t hear the sound it makes; breeze catches 

the higher branches of the trees; violent pulses of 
rotor blade noise; cars pass at high speed hurling 
sound towards us; the growl of a diesel engine; 

the ceaseless pulse of the road; the rise and fall of 
wave after wave of sound breaking across the fields, 
the hedgerows, the dugouts. 


STEVENTON GREEN 


#9 


Diet) 


MAKE SOMETHING OF IT THEN STIVVY 





Stivetune (xi cent.); Estiventona (xii cent.); Stiveton (xiii cent.); Stivington, 
Estiventon, Stiventon, Stuvinton, Steveington (xiii cent.); Stephyngton 
(xvi cent.). The parish, which contained two tithings, East End and West End, 
in the 14th and 15th centuries, comprises 2,401 acres. It is in the Vale of the 
White Horse, where the country gradually ascends from the Thames to the 
downs, the height varying from 200 ft. above the ordnance datum in the 
north to 300 ft. in the south, on Steventon Hill. 


— from A History of the County of Berkshire: Volume 4 (1924) 


Steventon’s home ground is in the north-east corner of the village green. Roads 
intersect at the south-west corner including the B4017 Abingdon Road. The 
Paddington to Bristol railway line lies to the south whilst the A34 is just a couple 
of fields away to the east; and the Milton Interchange is nearby. As in Drayton 
the air in Steventon reverberates with the sounds of transit. When | arrive for the 
North Berks League Division Five match against Hanney 66 | park in the village 
hall car park and begin to explore the surrounding area listening to the shouts of 
players and coaches. | move towards the match and away again — listening. | have 
written elsewhere about the moment at which we first become aware of a sound 
— the boundary of encounter — when heading down Mackney Lane towards 
Brightwell Recreation Ground listening for Didcot Eagles and in particular as | 
experienced it when spending time in the marshes around Aldeburgh: 


Standing in the marshes, microphone in hand, headphones on | am thinking 
about the point at which we first meet a sound, where we first become aware 
of it; the boundary of encounter. As | walk towards the beach | become aware 
of the white noise of waves on shingle. How long have | been able to hear 
this? | retrace my steps. | can’t hear it now. | step forward; one step, two 
steps. There it is — faint but present. 


Back in Steventon | find a raised causeway, step onto it and continue to listen. 
This is part of a medieval causeway that runs from the church at the south-west 
edge of the village to the village green and beyond heading north-east as Milton 
Lane becomes a track and then a narrow footpath. The football matches played on 
the green for the last hundred or more years, then, become part of the sounding 
history of the causeway, part of the evolving soundscape of the village, part of the 
auditory fabric of the inhabitant’s everyday experiences. | wander around the pitch 
and take up a position on the east side roughly parallel with the half-way line and 
spend some time listening to the match. One of the most distinctive aspects of 
the on pitch communication is the use of Stivvy as an abbreviation of Steventon. 
This interested me because up until the C16th the village was known by a series 
of variants of the current name most of which had j as the first vowel rather than 
the current e including Stivington, Estiventon and Stiventon. Perhaps, then, the 
abbreviation as heard here is a survival from an earlier iteration of the name of 
the village. 


Steventon Green, 15 April 2017 


Steventon Green, 20 April 2018 





STEVENTON GREEN 


#9 


Dee 


left and right 

press left 

make sure you come out 

it’s going — it’s going —it’s going 

get it under 

your ball 

it's gone —it’s gone 

behind you 

turn—turn—turn 

to your left 

step to your left 

there you go 

sorry 

sorry 

it’s good enough— 
It’s good enough 

getting further back here 

in here —in here 

youre in 

and challenge 

challenge then 

retain it 

square 

in the box 

time —time 

‘ead 

great knock 

unlucky 

time —time 

push out—push out 

unlucky 

good save 

well done 

right 

set again yellow 

let’s keep it loud Stivvy 

let’s keep talkin’ 

drop a bit 

drop with the kick 

let’s call it 

let’s turn—let’s turn 

manon—manon 

track him 

get shape then 

mark up 


tuck ‘round — tuck ‘round 
man coming 

man on 

sit on 

stand 

well done 

easy 

time 

sorry 

not now—not now—not now 
take him on 

let’s go 

blue ‘ead 

time 

unlucky mate 

coming in here 
squeeze on 

no, not in there 

in the middle 

look for it 

go left—go left—go left 
drop — drop 

winner 

well done 
stand—stand—stand 
drop 

good work Stivvy 
come on 

keep going 

press 

go on then 

drop 

man on 

ref—ref 

unlucky 

get shape then 

alright 

I'll dummy it for him 
who wants it Hanney 
drop for the kick 

keep dropping— keep dropping 
no fouls 

take it in—take it in 

six yard box 

make something of it then Stivvy 


15 APRIL 2017 
football happening 


drop 

Stivvy 

work 

get your shape 

well done 

early ball 

let’s get on it 

shuffle over — shuffle over 

option there 

manon 

let’s hold 

hold 

through ball 

hold the ball 

watch that — watch that 

stand 

no foul 

ref 

yes 

pick him up 

away 

make him play — 
make him play 

back if you want 

there you go 

ref 

runners 

run the ball 

good play boys 

pick him up 

you're giving him too 
much space 

fucking joke — fucking joke 

all the way then Stivvy 

stay back 

keep it going yellows 

it’s not over yet 

back in 

let’s go again then yellows 

tight then yellows 

who wants it 

time — time 

sorry 

wide 

recover — recover 


STEVENTON GREEN 


#9 


20 APRIL 2018 
football not happening 


Distant shoreline of the A34; stormy seas — waves 
breaking, resonating; breeze in the screen of trees; 
motorbike; phasing jet engine high above the cloud 
cover merges with train phasing slowly from west 
to east — articulating the horizon as the sound 
disappears then re-emerges; soft droning traffic — 
idling engines; wood pigeon; a football; off beat 
disco drive-by — hi-hat stays longest; percussive 
rattle of freight train; distant wren; growling engine 
glissando; clank of train on rail then sleeper or is it 
the sound of a wheel on the imperfect skin of the 
B4017; distinctive tone of light aircraft; a wave of 
tarmac drone gives way to resonant empty trailer; 
chatter; blackbird alarm; the waves of the A34 
recede — and there — talking; I’ve never heard the 
vibrating air of the A34 sound more like the wind- 
shaken leaves of a screen of beech trees. 


OVING RECREATION GROUND 


2 Oe 


MAKE YOUR FUCKING MIND UP 





| came across the village of Oving when tracing a route to the house of friends 

in Winslow. Inevitably | didn’t choose the most well travelled roads and some 
that | encountered were suffering from severe subsidence — particularly Carters’ 
Lane that runs between Blackgrove Road and North Marston to the north-east 

of Waddesdon. If we stayed out too long there seemed to be a very real chance 
that we might find that the dense hedgerows currently crowding either side of 
the road would have time to link up and where we had set off on a decaying trunk 
road we would be returning on little more than a rural pathway, a disused road, 
tarmac receding and sinking into the soil’s embrace. The sound of tyres on asphalt 
would give way to that of dry leaves dancing across the failing surface, brushing 
against moss, getting caught in the tarmac fissures. Given my interest in rural 
football pitches and considering the descent of a site of activity and movement 
from the present into the past | began to think of pitches in close season as 
archaeological sites. Traces of white lines or depressed channels in the grass; 

a slight dip in the goalmouths; a bare patch of soil where the centre circle 

had been marked with a mixture of white paint and weed-killer; round holes 

for goalposts perhaps now covered in weeds; uneven growth patterns along 
touchlines; discarded, rusting, goalposts abandoned in a nearby hedge or 
propped against a fence and now covered in dense creepers. 


The Recreation Ground where Oving FC play is on a lane called Bowling Alley 

and since 1892 it has hosted the final of the Oving Villages’ Cup Competition. 

| visited several times during the close season and then returned for the Cup Final 
between Long Crendon — also involved in the first final in 1890 held at their home 
ground — and Great Horworth. | arrived just before half-time and so missed the 
only goal of the game. Great Horworth held on to that slender lead until the final 
whistle. Knowing that the cup final had been played on this site since 1892 set me 
thinking about how the sounding environment of the match would have changed. 
A wind was whipping the black refuse bags attached to the boundary rope into 
feverish and sporadic sound-making — aeolian devices catching the wind and 
then collapsing inert as the breeze passed. Perhaps this is a sound unique to this 
or recent years. Lightweight recyclable black bags as opposed to their sturdier 
more heavily plasticised predecessors. What about the trees around the ground? 
How much had they changed in the one hundred and twenty-six years since that 
match? The sounding environment would be completely different if the tree line 
had changed significantly. And as the Great Horwood keeper banged his plastic 
studs against the metal goal post just before taking a goal kick | began to consider 
the sounding history of that activity. When did this originate? If goalkeepers 

were doing this in 1892 what did leather studs on wooden goalposts sound like? 

| also began to think about the way that the formations would have changed the 
soundscape. 2-3-5 was the standard formation in the late nineteenth century. 
This would have changed the way that the sound-making activities of the 
footballers articulated the playing area; changed the density of players in 
particular parts of the pitch. How did the players talk to each other? How did 

they communicate? Away, stick it in the mixer, time? 


Oving Recreation Ground, 2 April 2018 


Oving Recreation Ground, 27 July 2017 





OVING RECREATION GROUND 


2S = 22) 


manon 
make your fucking mind up 
I fucking have 
I’m talking to him the whole time 
yes 
press him mate 
time —time—time 
hey— hey 
come on Crendon 
keep going boys 
come on 
big win 
hey heads 
come out 
get out 
yeah that’s it options 
heads on the way 
turn him 
turn him son 
manon 
two here—two here 
drive — drive 
go—go 
head down 
(when the final man comes in) 
come on Crendon this is good 
come on 
move around 
come on 
options 
time 
that’s yours — that’s yours 
one more 
well done 
superb 
well done mate 
oi! 


2 APRIL 2018 
football happening 


well done 

ref—ref 

stay on 

go line —go line 

head it back in 

play on red—play on red— 
play on red—play on red 
—play on red 

come on—come on 

fucking edge 

turn 

I’ve gotta go 

gotta go 

coming in 

seconds 

one more 

time 

that’s it 

come on boys, it’s coming 

keep pushing it boys 

you alright boy? 

got spare here 

ref 
(brainless that is) 

hey let’s get in then 

be aware— be aware 

back again 

ref 
(whoever shouts gets the 
free-kick) 

get on with it 

goon 

come on—come on 

get up—get up 

that’s it 

well done — well done 

give it 


OVING RECREATION GROUND 


27 JULY 2017 
football not happening 


Light movement of wind activating the screen of 
beach trees to the north occasionally answered 

by the horse chestnuts laden with conkers; cars 
sounding the wet road surface — extra resonance; 
a lawn mower or chain saw sounds; occasional 
calls of children; wood pigeons to the south and 
perhaps a distant bird-scarer; someone kicks a 
football; a car passes with the tremolo of a vintage 
engine; the flap of wood pigeon wings; leaves in 
the hedgerow brush against each other; perhaps 
the mechanical drone that can be heard is a 
lawnmower; fast cars in the distance provide waves 
of pitch-shifting sound; the first sound of air-traffic 
— alight aircraft or helicopter; a swallow; sparrows 
in a back garden; a jackdaw calls; the detailed 
sound of a car’s passage along Bowling Alley the 
sound rising and falling as it passes windows in the 
tree-line and hedgerow — it sounds a puddle by the 
gate; a distant train perhaps or an articulated truck 
on the trunk road; farm machinery — a circular saw 
with a high-pitched growl as its teeth cut into the 
wood; a dog panting as it passes; ‘morning’; wood 
pigeons; very little sound of hedgerow birds; 
another fast car on the A road; the drone stops and 
the air is clearer; wood pigeons call across distance; 
there is more detail in the sounds of the trees; a 
passenger jet to the south-east with a slow rolling 
pitch phase as simultaneously a car sounds the wet 
surface on Bowling Alley triggering a babble of 
rooks; the jet engine continues to resonate above 
the cloud cover — I imagine each drop of moisture 
vibrating with the sound; a military helicopter 
passes flying below the clouds the sound reflecting 
and imitated by the sounding road surface. 


HORSPATH SPORTS GROUND 


#7 


610) = hil 


THEY DON’T GIVE HIM ENOUGH QUALITY 





The more times that | travel between the same two fixed points, the more | feel 
compelled to find new routes, seeking to exhaust the possible combinations 

of country lanes, trunk roads, suburban streets, village high roads and dual 
carriageways. Of course | prefer not to make the journey much longer than the 
quickest possible route but sometimes curiosity gets the better of me and | head 
down a country lane I’ve passed by hundreds of times in a bid to understand my 
surroundings; to surprise myself; to make strange. Perhaps the goal is to turn 
from the less travelled lane onto a road | have driven down a thousand times but 
fail to recognise it because | have approached from a new direction. Surviving 
my daily commute, then, can mean finding as many different combinations of 
routes as possible between the fixed points of home and office. One of the 
routes | have explored peels away from Oxford’s Eastern By-pass Road towards 
Horspath and passes, on the right, the training ground of Oxford United and, on 
the left, Horspath Sports Ground — home to Horspath FC. On the most recent 
occasion that | took this route | was travelling home on a Saturday afternoon. 

| knew that Horspath FC Reserves had a match with Charlton United FC Reserves 
in Division Two of the Oxfordshire Senior League. So | headed east along Horspath 
Road; turned left into the car park at the sports ground and walked past the 
athletics track towards the football pitch at the north end to listen. The on-pitch 
communication was tense and the pace of the game was frantic. 


| returned to the sports ground the following Monday and sat in the dugout. 

There is a City Council depot just to the north and a series of country paths 
frequented by dog walkers to the east. There was a strong wind and the perspex 
and aluminium dugouts became aeolian devices as the wind squeezed through 
gaps and rattled loose panels. Each dugout is different. One has what look like 
classroom chairs equally spaced within it and the other has a bench. Each has a 
small technical area marked out in front. The last time | visited Horspath | walked 
towards two of the pitches next to the bus depot. On the nearest pitch the metal 
goalposts were leaning backwards perhaps as a result of multiple impacts on 

the crossbar, subsidence, or perhaps the length of goalpost in the ground had 
corroded and become indistinguisghable from the surrounding soil. The nets were 
piled up behind the goalposts — abandoned. | thought about the sound immanent 
in those objects; the sound suggested by the freshly marked white lines; by mown 
grass. | thought about the sound of corner flags catching the breeze; the calls of 
players. | walked slowly back to the car-park. 


Horspath Sports Ground, 4 November 2017 


Horspath Sports Ground, 6 November 2017 





HORSPATH ATHLETIC GROUND 


Ser oS, 


unlucky then 

chin up 

switch, switch 

manon 

man on—manon 
away 

well done 

come here 

turn and turn 

get it back 

corner flag—corner flag 
manon 

come and help me out 
lino 

get back 

under 

put him under 

you can’t play a high line 
drop in 

don’t concede another 
back a little bit 

that’s the one 

drop 

middle 

seconds 

win it 

why’ve I got one ‘ere? 
why’ve I got one free? 
ref—ref 

just get behind the ball 
come on 

someone bring him over 
do not lose him 

watch your line 

kick it 

hey—hey— hey 
pressure him 

get ‘em up—get em up 
well in 

winners 

time 

still on 

fucking hell 

chase it 

did that go off? 

well done 

defensively get set up line 
drop in 

give it him 


get rid mate 

keepers 

coming through 

wide 

going to make a decision 
isn’t they 

don’t even say that 

come on 

last minute 

do me a favour 

you've gotta see it out man 

big head—big head—big head 

man on—manon 

clear your lines 

yeah 

box him in mate 

fucking get up and box him in 

listen to me 

come over then 

keep on talking 

away you go 

yeah 

goon 

fucking got 

fucking 

there’s no one behind you 

seconds— seconds 

get out 

Out OuL— Ol OulOuL 

no foul 

move away 

man on 

other side of him 

no foul—no foul 

time —time 

they don’t give him 
enough quality 

come on raise it 

we’ve got our heads down 

come on we're up here 

we mustn't concede boys 

we haven't been good 

that’s three points 

last little bit 

turn it ‘round 

go on put it through 

keep it under control yeah 

squeeze 

goon 
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middle 

behind you 

lovely 

corner — corner 

less than a minute left 

get out— get out— get out— 
get out 

winners — winners 

(you mean losers) 

head home— head home 

go right 

pressure 

big one 

no bounce 

free header 

head it forward 

oh fucking hell 

get out there 

feet—feet —feet 

win that— win that 

just turn him ‘round 

clear your lines now 

good ball 

time now boys—time 

get rid 

man on 

time — time 

line 

get up— get up — get up— 
get up 

get out 

keep pushing 

man on—manon 

hold 

hit it 

oh for fuck’s sake 

ref 

fair play 

you shouldn’t be up there 

you don’t need to be there 

ref 

come on boys 

last minute 

c’mon 

head 

that’s time wasting 

winners 

what's the point of that? 


HORSPATH ATHLETIC GROUND 


6 NOVEMBER 2018 
football not happening 


The call of a wren in the hedgerow; the perspex 
dugout creaks in the light breeze as the draught 
forces its way through the joins; traffic sound is 
constant from the eastern bypass Road — A4142; 
passing cars and trucks on Horspath Road to the 
south emerge from the shimmering drone and then 
recede as they slow down and drive through the 
village; small birds overhead; distant call of Rooks; 
a single car passes on the nearby track; the perspex 
shakes again in a stronger wind now; the sound of 
tools; detailed birdsong from the hedgerows is hard 
to identify — perhaps a robin; the whisper of wind 
in dry beech leaves; rattle of a trailer; a solitary crow 
calls three times; a reversing truck — distant; a dry 
leaf is blown along the turf; a hammer; no wood 
pigeons here; no red kites; air traffic is lost beneath 
the phasing white noise of the bypass; wind begins 
to form recognisable tones as it squeezes through 
the gaps in the dugout; possible sound of a distant 
seagull; dog walker whistling, then shouting his 
dog’s name; another reversing truck; a small 

bird flies across the pitch in a series of inverted 
arcs; truck rattles away from the depot; jangle of 

a dog lead beyond the screen of trees; finally the 
vibrations of a passing jet; another reversing truck. 


z 


CONDAT-SUR-VEZERE 


#8 


SAO 


VA DANS LE MUR 





For several years now | have been visiting a small hamlet in France located close 
to the village of St.Amand-de-Coly. The nearest large town is Sarlat-le-Caneda to 
the south. We usually visit in August and although the Ligue 1, Ligue 2 and CFA 
(Championnat de France Amateur) seasons begin early in the month the local 
leagues tend to start several weeks later so it is rare that we are able to see any 
grassroots football. For some time now | seem to have developed a tendency to 
orient myself in a place by seeking out local football pitches; investigating the 
material culture of the sites — the dugouts, scoreboards, fencing, goalposts, 
club-houses, advertising hoardings, floodlights. I’m never sure exactly what it 

is that | am trying to understand by investigating these things. Perhaps there 

is a connection with my experiences of home and the terrain that | navigate in 
Oxfordshire — driving from one football pitch to another; from empty field to 
empty field. | find myself thinking about Frederic Jameson’s Postmodernism or 
the cultural logic of late capitalism and in particular this: 


Disalienation in the traditional city, then, involves the practical reconquest 
of a sense of place and the construction or reconstruction of an articulated 
ensemble which can be retained in memory and which the individual subject 
can map and remap along the moments of mobile, alternative trajectories. 


— Frederic Jameson, Postmodernism 


The area we visit is full of hamlets and villages, open fields, streams, forests — 
not a city — but perhaps any complex arrangement of spaces can be considered 
or read as such in the terms that Jameson uses. 


During our visit this year | took a walk through Condat-sur-Vézére, headed to the 
stadium, and noticed that there was a match scheduled for the last Sunday of our 
stay — Condat-sur-Vézere FC v Limeuil FC in the first round of the Coupe Nouvelle- 
Aquitaine. In the weeks leading up to the match | visited the ground to listen to 
the sound of football not happening. The Coly a tributary of the Vézére River runs 
to the south of the stadium; the D62 to the north. When the match finally arrived 
we were late. We stood near the club-house and behind the assistant referee. 
There was a small bar and the constant sound of conversation; spectators on 
their phones, children playing, and sporadic applause. There were around seventy 
to eighty spectators at the game leaning up against the barrier that surrounds the 
pitch and gathered underneath the scoreboard. 


Condat-sur-Vézére, 27 August 2017 


Condat-sur-Vézére, 19 August 2017 





z 
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27 AUGUST 2017 
football happening 


allez! —allez! 

jeu—jeu—jeu 

mais vas-y, y a pas d’gardien 
allez, on s’réveille! 

allez, ensemble 

du milieu 

allez les gars on encourage 
cest bien—c est bien 

la perds pas—lIa perds pas 
bien joué Nathan 

elle pas facile mon grand 
allez les gars on s’prend pas une valise 
oh! 

fait chier! 

ya penaud 

pas dans le mur Benoit! 

sur le cété 

ouais!! 

on est a condat ici! 
attention — attention! 
regarde, y’a plus personne 
reviens-vite 

tres bien, ca en défense 

le moral est la 

avoir du temps 

capitaine 


z 


CONDAT-SUR-VEZERE 
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19 AUGUST 2017 
football not happening 


Shifting cloud of white noise from the River Coly; 
wind through the screen of trees on the far bank; 

a voice; there seems to be a distant melody; flies 
buzz past; occasional waves of traffic on the D62 
their sound rolling down the embankment spilling 
across the pitch and reflecting from the dugouts; 
the distant feral drone of an industrial process — 
perhaps the factory across the Vézére in Le Lardin; 
small birds in the low trees and bushes; slow 
moving waves of harmony as tyres sound asphalt 
moving from left to right — right to left; laughing; 

a blackbird sounds the alarm; a dog barks; a wood 
pigeon calls close by and then again in the distance; 
the drone of the factory is submerged by a breaking 
wave of birdsong and local traffic; someone cuts 
their way through the undergrowth; the white noise 
of the river is constant the slow flow sounding the 
rocks and banks; a large rattling truck with flat 
tyres grinds towards Saint Genies; clanking; chains; 
a shout; air vibrates with the distant rumble of 

jet engines; a magpie calls; the feral drone of the 
factory heads up the valley. 


SUTTON COURTENAY RECREATION GROUND 


5 Ob oO 


HEY REDS COME ON, 
SHARPEN UP — YOU'VE GONE OFF IT 





Gusts in innumerable series followed each other from the northwest, and 
when each one of them raced past the sound of its progress resolved into 
three. Treble, tenor, and bass notes were to be found therein. The general 
ricochet of the whole over pits and prominences had the gravest pitch 
of the chime. Next there could be heard the baritone buzz of a holly tree. 
Below these in force, above them in pitch, a dwindled voice strove hard at a 
husky tune, which was the peculiar local sound alluded to. Thinner and less 
immediately traceable than the other two, it was far more impressive than 
either. In it lay what may be called the linguistic peculiarity of the heath; and 
being audible nowhere on earth off a heath, it afforded a shadow of reason 
for the woman’s tenseness, which continued as unbroken as ever. 
Throughout the blowing of these plaintive November winds that note 
bore a great resemblance to the ruins of human song which remain to the 
throat of fourscore and ten. It was a worn whisper, dry and papery, and it 
brushed so distinctly across the ear that, by the accustomed, the material 
minutiae in which it originated could be realized as by touch. It was the 
united products of infinitesimal vegetable causes, and these were neither 
stems, leaves, fruit, blades, prickles, lichen, nor moss. 


— Thomas Hardy, The Return of the Native (1878) 


The soundscape of Sutton Courtenay Recreation Ground — home of Sutton 
Courtenay Football Club — is dominated by traffic noise, birdsong and the wind. 
The air vibrates with the singing tarmac of the A34 and A4130; the detailed 
polyphony of hedgerow birdsong; and the wind sounding the poplars, hedgerows 
and long grass and the occasional phasing of air traffic above the cloud cover. 


When describing the sound of wind activating leaves, branches and grasses 

there are so many factors that impact on what we hear — the size and structure 

of the leaves; their density; whether they are fresh and supple, beginning to dry, 
or completely brittle; the strength and direction of the wind and whether it is 
moving whole branches or just gently shifting the position of individual leaves 
and whether the leaves are coming into contact with each other or nearby objects 
such as fenceposts, wires, and boundary walls. The wind is never regular in speed, 
direction or pressure and so one of the real joys of listening to its impact on trees 
and hedgerows is the way that it shifts and moves its attention so that at one 
moment the leaves in the higher branches of the trees are sounding and then at 
the next they are silent whilst a gust is sounding the smaller leaves in a hedgerow 
twenty metres away. It is always shifting, ephemeral. Aeolian sound — like the 
detailed polyphony of hedgerow birdsong and the shimmering song of the asphalt 
— articulates boundaries, locates the listener. | close my eyes and stretch out. 

| listen for the rattle of an articulated trailer as it slows at the Milton Interchange; 
for the percussive call of the rook as it reflects from the wood-clad walls of the 
pavilion; for the sudden rattle of the dry beech leaves caught by the breeze. 


Sutton Courtenay Recreation Ground, 11 April 2017 


Sutton Courtenay Recreation Ground, 17 March 2017 





SUTTON COURTENAY RECREATION GROUND 


40—41 


follow it in 

everybody out then fellas 

follow it in 

fella what's happening 

well done 

come on then 

fucking heads up 

come on then all of us 

go again—go again 

keep playing 

win it back 

fucking straight in son 

go on son 

let’s go again then son 

wide — wide 

help him out 

time —time 

shape 

hold 

switch on 

down re 

manon 

back, come back 

get up— get up— get up 

manon 

one of you 

down the line 

wide 

oh! 

well done— well done 

get back—get back 

head up 

watch your back— 
watch your back 

out, get out 

and again — and again 

away 

up —up 

manon 

switch 

feet 

ref 

go on—goon 

stay there 

working now 

fucking hell 

time —time 

man on—manon—manon 

go on mate 


hold him up 

how are you doing 

well done 

short—short 

wake up — wake up 

do it early 

coming in 

round the back 

away 

good ball 

now 

one of you 

up then—up then 
eighteen — eighteen 
good well done 

well done 

walking 

watch that midfield 
early — early 

eighteen 

up—up 

calm it down 

seven 

early 

four 

are you going with four? 
runners 

pull out—pull out 

put aname on it 

well done 

settle —settle—settle 
don’t dive in—don’t dive in 
ref 

do it early—do it early 
turn —turn 

I'll have it again —I'll have it again 
hold him— hold him 
shoulder — shoulder 

let it go 

settle down a little bit eh 
alittle bit yeah 

talk him in—talk him in 
hey reds come on 
sharpen up 

you've gone off it 

alright — alright 
squeeze, squeeze ‘em up 
get hold—get hold 
alright 


11 APRIL 2017 
football happening 


I’m behind you, I’m behind 
half way, half way fella 
don’t foul— don’t foul 
settle—settle 

our ball 

do it early 

around you 

yes, in here 

come on boys all the way 
get up—get up 

stand ‘im, stand 

well done— well done— well done 
man on—manon 
one-two—one-two 
man on 

if you want 

touch it away —touch it away 
leave —leave 

square 

hey—hey— hey 

time — time 

mark him 

head 

away 

left back 

one—one 

in it comes 

eighteen 

up—up 

stay on your toes 

don’t dive in 

channels 

if you need —if you need 
feet 

middle 

ref 

yeah 

ref 

okay 

stay back 

played fellas 

well done fellas 

good job in there yeah 
to him 

out we go—out we go 
push wide 

push up then boys 

do it early 

time — time 


SUTTON COURTENAY RECREATION GROUND 


17 MARCH 2017 
football not happening 


Complex polyphony of hedgerow birds in five, six, 
seven parts; relentless shimmer of tyres on asphalt 
from the A34 and A4130; a reversing truck; distant 
slow phasing of passenger jet above the low cloud; 
a scaffolding pole is dropped; a car closer by; a crow; 
a bird-scarer; rooks calling in the distance; a single 
magpie punctuates the passage of another jet above 
the cloud cover; a gate is opened then closed; the 
wings of a wood pigeon; frantic hedgerow activity 
articulating the edges of the recreation ground; the 
wind through the gaps in the bench; a motorbike on 
High Street; the horn of a passing train - perhaps; 
the clank of a trailer; another reversing truck; 

metal shutters closing; another train passes on the 
mainline that runs alongside the A4130 to the south; 
a louder reversing truck now — perhaps closer not 
louder; green woodpecker; magpie. 
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EXPLAIN TO ME THE OFFSIDE LAW 





that’s a penalty 

definitely inside the box 

it’s inside the box 

that’s a red card 

he’s through on goal—he’s through on goal 
jesus 

he hasn't even spoke to him has he 

useless 

hey ref! 

was he not through on goal there ref? 

was he not through on goal? 

ref! 

was that— was that player not through on goal? 
ref? 

was he not through on goal ref? 

you didn’t even speak to him man 
absolutely useless — useless 

through on goal ref—through on goal 


how can he be offside from there? 

give offside 

offside lino 

I thought youd give offside for that wouldn't yah 
cheating little cunt 

that’s what I thought 

what? 

cheater you are 

you're a cheater mate 

cheater — cheater — cheater — cheater 


explain to me the offside law 

explain the offside law 

what do you know about it— what do you know about it 
nothing 

you know nothing 

nothing 

you're good sitting there 

you come and do it out here 

you know nothing 

nothing 


we'll see you next week — we'll see you next week 


you explain the offside law to me after the game 
in word 

in word for word 

explain offside 


HITHERCROFT SPORTS PARK 


POSTSCRIPT 


SIDE A 


SIDE B 


TRACKLISTING 





Bodkins Playing Field, 20 March 2017 

Long Wittenham Athletic Reserves v Drayton FC, 28 April 2018 
Brightwell Recreation Ground, 3 April 2017 

Didcot Eagles v Marcham Reserves, 7 April 2017 

Ashendon Playing Fields, 3 August 2017 

Ludgershall United v Oving FC, 17 February 2018 

The Lockway, 9 April 2017 ay et fe. Oe ip (at le LL ROT Ay Pate Oy eae ae ae ea eh 
Drayton FC v Hagbourne United, 27 January 2018 ty eS iia tala ee es a, fm? Maia) Ctra ar Phen ats. ay ey i 
Steventon Green, 20 April 2018 \ aR aeee a sik ee i wag lb < ie ois LOO Eg Sores Oe Ste Metal at 
Steventon Reserves v Hanney 66 Club, 15 April 2017 any Oe) ee el : ) a Gea 
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Oving Recreation Ground, 27 July 2017 

Great Horworth v Long Crendon, Oving Villages Cup Final, 2 April 2018 
Horspath Sports Ground, 6 November 2017 

Horspath FC Reserves v Charlton United Reserves, 4 November 2017 
Stade, Condat-sur-Vézére, 19 August 2017 

Condat-sur-Veézere FC v Limeuil FC, 27 August 2017 

Sutton Courtenay Recreation Ground, 17 March 2017 

Sutton Courtenay FC v Westminster FC, 17 April 2017 

Postscript — Hithercroft Sports Park 


Oe OSS 


All tracks are also available at Sound Diaries: 
www.sound-diaries.co.uk/2018/06/get-rid-anthology 
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